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Papa Don\'t Preach 


The dark haired man stood at the door of the church imagining what it would be like inside. Would the thick 
dust coat his breath and choke him? Would everyone stare at him and know? Horrible thoughts raced through 
his mind as he looked at the large, ornate door of the church. Jacoby touched the cold metal knob and jumped 
back as if it had stung him. His palms were drenched in sweat. Sweating was nothing new to him. He had sweat 
at shows all the time, but that was because of his movement, not his nerves. He paced back and forth. Guilt 
lingered in his throat, and he couldn't swallow it. Not without help. Instead of drowning it with whiskey, he 
decided to purge it with God. 


"No pain. No gain," he told himself and walked inside. 

The cool air shocked Jacoby's sweating skin, causing goose bumps to run down his neck and arms. He couldn't 
believe a man was doing this to him. He didn't know how he made his way to the confessional; he was thinking 
of those strong hands gripping his hips. The stark slam of the little wooden door revealed the chicken wire 
screen and brought him back to reality. 


‘Forgive me, father, for | have sinned. It has been years since my last confession," the dark haired man said. 


"Years?" the priest asked, a hint of distress in his voice. 


Jacoby slammed his head back onto the wood behind him. If he was going to be in pain, he'd rather do it 
himself. He couldn't believe he was actually doing this. 


The priest spoke again. "Forgive me, my son" His voice was oddly sensual. "It is never too late for salvation” 
| suppose so," the dark haired man said, concentrating more on the voice than the words. His voice sounded 
like. No, he was just imagining it. He was imagining a lot of things lately. "Um, l'm not sure what to do exactly. 
l'm been having, uh, impure thoughts | guess. They're about a colleague. Sort of" 


"You work with this person?" 


‘Sometimes. I'm a musician" Jacoby took a deep breath. "Well, he's, he's a guy. And he's also the president of 
my label so | can't exactly avoid him without it being, like, just weird." 


"Describe him," the priest said in a commanding tone which Jacoby rather liked though he didn't quite know 
why. 


"What?" he asked. "Why?" 
"To purge all, you must confess all," he said. "If you release your thoughts, you will release your desires." 


‘Oh, ok" Would it really be that easy? Jacoby sure hoped so. "He's about fifteen years older than me but very 


well-preserved," he paused. 


"Stop, my son," he told him. "I want you to speak of him, not in an unbiased way but in the way you see him 


and what he makes you feel." 


"His hair is like a seductive night, a darkness | want to get lost in. His eyes shine like light malachite. His goatee 
crawls all the way up to his lips. They're so. Pink. They're always curving into these sexy smirks." Jacoby 
quietly unzipped his pants and freed his erection. He knew he shouldn't be doing this, but it hurt so much. And 


he knew the priest couldn't see him. Jacoby stroked himself a few times before continuing his confession. 


"His body is smooth and colored with tattoos. They wrap around his arms and chest and thighs. And his voice. 


God. It's haunting." 
Jacoby looked over, embarrassed. He then noticed something amiss with the priest. He couldn't see his face, 
but he could make out his torso. The priests cock was exposed, and rock hard no less. 


Apparently, he wasn't the only one releasing today. 


"Are you submissive?" the other man asked, breaking the silence. 


"Huh?" Jacoby was distracted; he hadn't heard the question 
"Do you want to submit to him?" 


"Yes," he said, licking his lips. The priest's cock was still there, still hard. Jacoby had never seen another man's 


erection before. He couldn't take his eyes off of it. 


"Describe what you want him to do to you." His voice was dark and alluring. "I know you're hesitant, my son; 


but this will." 
Jacoby was tired of holding back. He was tired of trying to be good. He gave into the seduction. 


"He pins me against the wall. My hot breaths warm the cold wall. | look back at him; and he smirks, pleased by 


my excitement.” 
Jacoby now saw the priest's hand go to his cock 


“Don't move, he whispers, his lips brushing my earlobe. He takes his strong hands off my wrists. He caresses 
my ass gently and then smacks it hard. | stick it out farther so he can spank me harder." 


He saw the chipped black nail polish on the priest's callused fingers wrap around the base. Or did he? Jacoby 
was so lightheaded that he couldn't tell what was reality and what was fantasy, and he didn't care. 


"I want him to touch my cock so bad. As if he knows my every desire, his hand grips my cock. He lets me 
thrust into his hand a few times before he takes it away. His hand wanders up to my mouth, his finger 
prodding it. | grant it entrance and suck it greedily." 


The priest's hands were strong and covered in ink The strokes were slow but determined. 


"You like that? he asks. | moan in reply. ‘Good. Get it wet, his dark voice demands. | suck faster and harder. He 
yanks the finger out, leaving me hungry for more. His wet finger rubs my asshole; and, God, it feels great." 


Stars were on his knuckles; numbers, on his fingers. Jacoby wanted the hand to be touching him. He bit his lip 
as he increased his pace and studied the large skull in the middle of the hand. 


"| want you inside of me' is all | can whimper out. ‘Yeah? His finger starts to stretch me open. He slides in 
me, deeper, deeper. | push back, taking in the whole of his finger. | look back eagerly to see his reaction. His 
white teeth are biting down on his pink bottom lip. He's staring at himself inside of me, green eyes luminous. 
‘More? he asks. ‘More." 


The other man's pace was increasing as well; Jacoby could barely make out a treble clef above the skull. 


"He rubs his cock against my asshole, teasing it. He enters me as a dark laugh escapes his lips. There is a 


slight sting with the first penetration, but | don't mind. He kisses my neck roughly as his hair lightly tickles my 
shoulder. A hand is hard on my hips. Another is running through my hair. All these sensations are too much. | 


have to touch myself." 


Jacoby watched as the other man erupted onto the confessional doors. Light splats of white hit the door. He 
knew he wouldn't be able to hold off long. 


"He pulls my hair as he comes, sending goosebumps all over my body. He trusts a few more times, and | come 
onto the wall, embarrassed but surprisingly content.” 


Jacoby grabbed a bandanna from his back pocket, slipping his seed on it. He wasn't about to get his cum 
everywhere. What now? He didn't know what to do now. He didn't know what to say. 


"Don't worry. lm sure this Nikki guy feels the same way." 
Jacoby stepped out of the confessional, dizzy. He took a couple of steps and crashed into a long-haired blonde. 


‘Sorry, man," he said, and looked up. His icy blue eyes met warm caramel. "Vince." Jacoby felt his cheeks get 


hot. "What are you doing here?" 

"Confession" Vince flicked his hair out of his eyes. "You?" 
"Confession" Jacoby smiled. 

"Looks like it went well." 

"Yeah." 

"Good to get all that out of you, huh?" Vince smiled. 
"Get what out?" he asked, avoiding the other man's eyes. 
"The sin" Vince raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh" Jacoby laughed. "Yeah. Yeah." 

"What was your punishment?" 


Jacoby paused. He tried to think of something, anything, but his mind was blank. 
Disclaimer: Not real. But if it is real, | want the video tape. 


"Well, you know," he paused again "Some Hail Marys." 


"Gonna be on your knees all day, huh?" Vince smiled again, running a hand through his hair. 

"Looks like it.” 

"Take it easy, man" Vince patted him on the shoulder. " Don't let your throat get sore," he said with a wink. 
Jacoby exited the church rather confused. Vince entered the confessional rather amused. 

"Nikki?" Vince said, looking at spiked outline at the screen 

"Yeah?" Nikki turned his head. 

"Fun time's over." Vince heard a zip from the other side of the screen 

"Ile got another outfit in here. Wanna hit the supermarket?" 

"Only if | don't have to wear a ponytail this time," Vince said. 

Nikki smirked. "Fair enough." He pulled back the screen and opened his hands, revealing a clerical collar. 


Vince grabbed the white collar and clipped it onto his shirt. "Let's go save some people from their boring ass 


lives" 


